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DiscLAiMiNQ all disparagement of any ponion of our citizens, and 
denying that any claas have a right to arrogate to themselves the title 
cf the " beat," we, at the same time, desire to indulge in a few reflec- 
tions respecling Agriculture and (he Farmer. To the consideration of 
these topics, we freely confess our feelings, if not our prejudices, 
strongly invite us. But while thus expressing our individual prefer- 
ence for the occupation of the farmer, we cannot omit to remark, that 
ve respect worth, whether found in the mansion or in the hut, and as- 
cribe the highest honor to honest labor, mental or corporeal, whatsoever 
may be its employment. In speaking of cultlvatora of the soil, we refer 
not to those landed arislocrats who rule their fellow-men with rods of 
iron, and tread the earth with steel-clad heels, nor to those miserable 
human beings, who, cringing beneath the lash, are doomed to hopeless 
servitude and abject degradation, amid the blazing lights of liberty and 
progress, but to the independent freemen, who till the earth with their 
own hands, who gain subsistence by Uie sweat of their brows, and 
who conslilute, in our judgment, a large proportion of the most vigilaDt 
guardians of the public weal. These are the yeomanry — these ara 
the men respecting whom, and whose employment, we invite atten 
tioD to some general remarks. 

Agriculture has been aptly styled " the nursing mother of all the 
arts." It is the basis, the soul of our national prosperity. Commerce 
and manufactures conduce, in a great measure, to wealth, but the culti- 
yalion of the soil ever has been, and ever will continue to be, the 
fountain-head of all the streams of a country's resources. 

There can be no strength in a State, 'and no moral health among 
the people, when the tillage of the land is neglected. We can date 

* An Address delivered in tlie Liawiaii Society. 
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the decay of the power and virtue of many nations, from the decline 
of their agricultuTal industry. In Rome, for instance, when the wise 
policy of fostering agricuhure was pursued, a healthful spirit pervaded 
the whole State. Then the laws were impartially administered, and 
juEtice done to all. Then labor was accounted honorable, and states- 
men, and generals, and philosophers, cultivated theirfarms with their 
own hands. It was then that from among the tillers of the soil, arose 
B Regulus, a Cincinnatus, and an invincible soldiery. It was then 
that ^e " seven hilled city" breathed defiance to her enemies, and 
caused nation after nation to yield to the resistless power of het le- 
gions, until the Roman eagle waved over the known world. But 
when largesses of corn were bestowed upon an idle populace, when 
agriculture was neglected, and war laid waste the fertile fields of Italy, 
then Roman virtue and Roman vigor fled. Soon intrigue, vice, and 
venality took firm hold in the State, until finally, the " pate mother of 
empires" was abandoned to her enemies, and the palaces of the Caesars 
echoed the tread of the victorious barbarian. History abounds in ex- 
amples illustrative of the important fact, that ihe euduring greatness of 
a nation is mainly founded upon its agriculture, and rulers will do well 
to increase the prosperity of those who swing the scythe and hold the 
plough. 

That country which does not possess within itself the means of 
sflbrding subsistence to its own inhabitants, is, if we may trust the 
voice of eiperience, destined to sink to early ruin. National power, 
based upmi commerce alone, unsupported by a flourishing industry, 
which ministers to human wants and qualifications, must fall to the 
ground. Merely commercial Stales dependent upon contingencies for 
their very life-blood, and imbued with that spirit of speculation which 
tends to enervate the body and corrupt the mind, contain within their 
own bosoms the seeds of dissolution. Phenicia, Carthage, Genoa, 
Venice, and Holland of (he sixteenth and seventeenth centuries, all 
bear witness to this fact. There is much truth in these verses of 
Goldsmith : 

■ trode'i ptood emigre hastes to swift dec^, 

A» ooeaa sweeps the labor'd nole away ; 

While wlf^depeodent power can time defy, 

As racks re«itt tiM UllovB and llie tky." 
To her unsurpassed agriculture, England is most indebted for her sup- 
port in the midst of those tremendous pressures which so often 
have threatened to crush her. It is the unparalleled cultivation of her 
soil, that has enabled the British people, placed upon a rock-bound 
island, to excel the world in every article of fabric, to maintain an un- 
rivaled navy, and plant their power in every quarter of the globe. 
Firm are the foundations of the strength of that nation, which, in time 
of peace, is nourished from the resources of its own industry, and in 
war can rely upon the strong arras and undaunted hearts of its yeoman- 
ry, to sustain its rights in the din of strife or in the roar of battle ! 
Upon agriculture, in addition to the necessaries and common comfoits 
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of life, depends the success of every other employment. It is agri- 
culture that builds up our crowded ciitea, covers our fields with yellow 
grain, and diffuses life and rigor throughout the land. It is agriculture 
that supports our gigantic manufactories, ringing from their basement 
10 their attic with the music of free labor, and causes our ten thou- 
sand ships to dance upon every rolling billow, and spread their sails 
to every propitious gale. Says Lord Erskiue, in his political ro- 
mance called Armata, " You might as well hope to see ^e human body 
in active motion, when palsy had reached the heart, or a tree flourish- 
iDg afler its roots were decayed, as expect to see manufactures, or arts, 
or industry of any description, progressive, when agriculture has de- 
clined." Parahze it, and you weaken the pulse of enterprise, stiffen 
the fingers of machinery, and clip the wings of commerce. Destroy 
it, and you bury in one common grave, naiiouai power and individual 
prosperity. 

Having thus briefly noticed the paramount importance of agriculture, 
let us next consider its transcendent iufiuence in fostering a spirit of 
patriotism. It has been well said, that " a prosperous agricuhuial dis- 
trict is not without patriots to defend it." The occupation of the far- 
mer seems to he peculiarly adapted to bind men by tiie strongest ties 
to their country. All history t^lls us, that those who till the soil, aro 
the first to defend it, and the last to desert it. Others, in case of inva- 
sion, may collect their property and flee, but the farmer is compelled 
lo beat bick the enemy, or witness the devastation of his home and 
fields. In every nation where unfettered agriculture is the emptoy- 
■nent of the mass of the population, there the fire of patriotism burns 
bright. Who has not admired the attachment of (he hardy Swiss to 
their smiling rocks and valleys ! Whenever the tide of devastation has 
rolled towards the Alps, and the foemau's cannon thundered among her 
eternal cliffs, her sons, like the wild chamois, have bounded from their 
mountain homes, to fight to the last in defense of their " green craggy 
land." And in our own country, whenever the rough clarion of war 
has sounded, our unterrified farmers have removed the clouds that hung 
over our destiny, as the morning sun dispels every noxious vapor ! 

But this is not the only salutary influence arising from agriculture. 
What other occupation is so well calculated to preserve unimpaired 
the functions of the body ! The husbandman engaged during the 
greater part of the day in the most healthful labor, is generally free 
from the diseases incident to a sedentary life. No nightmare disturbs 
his repose, no narrow workshop, amid the dust and smoke of the "pent 
city full," plants the destroyer in his frame, but rising with (he iarlL 
and inhaling the fragrant breezes of the morn, he retires to sweet 
sleep, aftier invigorating toil. 

" Tb who woold wear a body free from pain, 

Fly the rant dty. 

The rani -wildi 

Invite, ihe momit^ns c&ll jou, and the vales, 

The woods, the slreama, and each ambroual In^eie, 

Thnt. fiuiH the erer ^nd^lff1t"g hW." 
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It can be affirmed, wilhont fe» of contradiction, tbat agricnlture, of 
all rocations, is best capable of yielding pure and solid enjoymeDt. 
While numeroiia Tezationa attend a professional life, while the me- 
chanic pants but for one breath of the fresh air, and while every storm 
that howls o7er the ocean reminds the merchant of his tempest- 
tossed property, nothing occurs to ruffle the temper and disturb 
the feelings of the farmer. Free from the cares and perplexities of 
other pursuits, his is a quiet existence, surrounded by purity and inde- 
pendence. He has no favors to solicit — no flattery to bestow — no de- 
grading duty to perform. The intrigues of trade, the plots of politics, 
and the quiddeta and quillets of law, do not occupy his mind. Encom- 
passed by nature in her beauty and grandeur, with peace within and 
comfort without, happy is the farmer's life, amid the green grass, the 
bright blossoms, and the glorious sunshine ! Says the Hon. Robert C. 
Winlhrop, in a speech delivered at an agricultural dinner at Dedham, 
Mass., last fall, " There is no more striking evidence of the estimation 
in which agriculture is held among the arts of life, than that all men, 
of all aorta and conditions, seem with one consent to look forward to 
it, as the occupation of their latter and betteryears. We rarely hear 
of a farmer coming down from ,the country, to exchange his pure air, 
and clear skies, and ample elbow room, for the amoke, and dust, and 
din of a crowded city. The footsteps are all in another direction. 
The mechanic at hie bench, the merchant in his counting room, the 
physician and the clergyman in their studies, the lawyer in his office, 
the statesman in the Senate Chamber, all seem to indulge a common 
hope. At the end of the cherished vista of each one of them alike, 
may be aeen a snug farm, a few trees, a atrawberry bed, a flower gar- 
den, a potatoe patch, and, above all, a quiet, independent, rural home." 

Another benefit proceeding from agriculture, is, its tendency to pro- 
mote virtue and religion. What other employment is so fitted to sub- 
due the storms of passion, so exempt from evil influences, and so pre- 
eminently conducive to the acquirement of that wisdom which surpass- 
eth all understanding ! The farmer, remote from scenes of vice and 
dissipation, free from the rivalships and jealouaies which beset most 
pursuits, and nnenticed by the allurements of the race-ground, the 
gaming-table, and the theatre, meets comparatively few temptations to 
lead him from the path of virtue. In cities where large bodies of men 
are thrown together in constant intercourse, vice is apt to spread like 
a contagion, finding its way to many hearts weakly prepared to resist 
its insidious advance ; but in rural districts, corruption of morals 
among the mass of cultivaMra is a phenomenon seldom witnessed, from 
the fact that agriculturists, for the most part, puraue iheir labors singly, 
and are at the same lime surrounded by the most beautiful and sublime 
of Nature's works, which ever cooperate to inspire sentiments of piety, 
to fill the mind with ennobling reflections, and elevate the soul far above 
the perishable things of time. In short, Uiere is no other calling in 
which we are so often referred to the Great Giver of all things, and 
reminded of our dependence upon Him, whose rain enriches ^e soil, 
and whose aun ripens the fields. 
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It hu frequently been urged against a rural life, tliat it is incompat- 
ible with mental improvemeDt. There is, it is true, a great amount of 
ignoiance among our agricultural population, but this is owing, not to 
^eir employment, but to their own culpable negligence. Farming 
prevent* no one from cultivating his intellect ; on the other hand, it af- 
fords ample leisure to acquire rich stores of knowledge. Instead of 
contracting, it expands the mind, and instead of narrowing it down to 
one idea, presents an inexhaustible field for observation and reflection. 
Agriculture has been too generally considered as a merely physical 
pursuit, having little or nothing to do with the principles of natural 
science. Nothing can be more failacious than such a supposition. 
There is no avocation more intimately connected with science— none 
which offers a wider range for the exercise of talent and capacity. The 
true farmer labors not as a slave at the oar, or the sailor before the 
mast, but employs his mind, as well as his body ; and instead of jog- 
ging along in the same track his ancestors trod before him, moves for- 
ward in a path illumined by the light of knowledge. The nature 
and composition of ibe soil — its adaptation to particular crops— the pro- 
cesses of vegetable development — the improvement of breeds of do- 
mestic animals — subsoil plowing — fermentation — manures, and num- 
berless other subjects worthy of scientific investigation, all come under 
his special attention. How then can it be supposed that the husband- 
man, living in the very " treasure-house of wonders," and engaged in a 
purauit in which many of the laws of nature must be consulted and 
understood, is unfavorably situated for mental culture ? Have not men, 
in all ages, distinguished in the Senate, in the Council Chamber, and in 
the Field, yearned towards agriculture, and gloried in being ranked 
among the tillers of the soil ? What American has not heard of the 
farmersofMt. Vernon, Monticello, Marahfield, Ashland, and Fort Hill, 
and who, recurring to the far past, is not reminded of the beautiful allu- 
aion of Thomson T — 

" In andeut times, the mcred plow employed 

Hie kings and avful &tlieii of manMcd ; 

And some, with whom compared, your ioBect tribes 

Are but the beings of a summer's day, 

Have held the scale of empire — ruled the storm 

Of mighty war— then, with unwearied hand. 

Disdaining little delicacies, seized 

Hw plow, and greatly independent lived." 
We had intended to point out a few other advantages resulting from 
agriculture, to dwell at some length upon the ipany inducements it 
offers to all, and to look more closely at its moral, political, and national 
influence. But the extent to which our remarks have already been 
drawn out, renders this impoasible. Let us next briefly advert to its 
present condition, and enumerate some of the obsiaclea which impede 
its general progress. 

Until within a comparatively recent date, but little had been dons 
for the improTBme&t of agriculture. No one who has lived half a cen- 
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tury, can contrast its former with its present state, without being aston- 
ished at the beneficial changes which so short a period has wrought. 
Indeed, some of our most common agricultural implements, as the 
fanning -mill, the com-sheller, the cultivator, the horse-take, and the 
leaping and threshing machines, are the inventions of the last forty 
years. Nor is the lime long gone by, when a large portion of the 
land in our older States, instead of increasing in productiveness, was 
yearly deteriorating, and many a farmer, ignorant of science and un- 
accustomed to the use of manure or compost, pursued a most exhaust- 
ing system of husbandry, until an impoverished farm compelled him 
to " pull up stakes" and (urn his face towards the generous soil of the 
West. But a new era has dawned upon agriculture. On every aide 
we behold indications of an awakening inteiesi in its prosperity. The 
clouds which have hitherto enveloped it are now rolling away, and the 
spirit of improvement, under the impulse of Science, is rapidly devel- 
oping itself both on this and the other side of the Atlantic i 

Of the various causes which are combining to effect this improve- 
ment, it may be well here to mention some of the most prominent. 

The application of Botany to tillage has comributed, in a considera- 
ble degree, to the success of husbandry. Chemistry, too, is rendering 
essential service to the tiller of the soil. In the hands of men of the 
highest attainments, it is pushing forward into regions hitherto unex* 
plored, and elucidating the mysteries which, for ages, have surrounded 
vegetable physiology. Geology, also, the most modern of sciences, 
is throwing its light upon the pursuit of the farmer. Its teachings 
have given, as It were, a new value to the very ground we tread upon. 
By revealing to men the structure and present condition of the globe, 
it has done much to eradicate bad habits of cultivation, developed the 
internal resources of the earth, and, more than all, greatly aided in ma- 
turing that system of rotation of crops, by which our lands have been 
increased tliree-fold in fertility, and an entire revolution accomplished 
in agriculture. Nor has Natural History been backward in offering a 
helping hand to the husbandman. In ascertaining what birds are use- 
ful, and therefore to be protected and encouraged, in devising reme- 
dies against the ravages of insects, thus saving immense losses, and 
in many other ways it has conferred most important benefits, not only 
upon ourselves, but coming generations. In fact, in these days. Sci- 
ence, in all its departments, has been rendered subservient to the in- 
terests of the farmer ; and, judging by the brilliant results of the past, 
we have good reason to hope, that it will continue to shower down the 
tiealtUiil waters of improvement, until agriculture, " the art of arts," 
flhall attain the position to which it is entitled. 

Agricultural Societies are also producing a happy effect. Of theit 
incalculable power to do good, the tillage of our own country and of 
Europe abounds in illustrations. By association of mind, labor, and 
skill, they escite a spirit of generous emulation, bind the freeholders 
of the soil in closer ties, and diffuse among the agricultural commu- 
nity the results of experience, the lights of science, and the produc- 
tions of art. On this very subject, Washington thus forcibly expressed 
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himself, in his last message to Congress : " This species of fistablish- 
ment contribnles doubly to the incresse of improvement, by stimulating 
to enterprise and experiment, and by drawing lo tho common centre 
the results ere^where of individual skill and observation, and spread- 
ing them thence over the whole nation." The opinion of the Father 
of our Country has since been fully confirmed, and such societies ex- 
isting on both hemispheres, are now mighty levers, which, working 
day by day and all day long, are' making ^emselves felt in «very part 
of the civilized world. . 

In connection with asBociattons of this character, an Agricnltural Lit- 
erature, both at home and abroad, is giving a great impulse to the cut- 
tivatiou of the soil. It is but a few years since the^rst agricultural 
periodical was issued from an American press, to astonish for awhile 
the pubUc gaze, and then die away, for wbM of adequate support. That 
time is past. Magazines and treatises devoted to the interests of the 
plow, are now scattered tlirough the length and breadth of our land, 
awakening the dormant energies of onr farmers, bringing the rays of 
science to a focus, placing the results of competition in direct compar- 
ison, estending the knowledge of every useful improvement, and add- 
ing millions upon milliona to our national wealth and prosperity. In 
fact, no language can describe, no powers of calculation estimate, the 
wide-epread influence of auch a literature. Under the fostering care 
of our free institutions, it baa already caused the wilderness to blossom 
OS the rose, while, in the future, it points to an unparalleled career of 
agricultural achievement — to a country extending from ocean to ocean, 
covered with farms of unsurpassed fertility. 

Having now spoken of the principal sources of improvement in ag- 
riculture, we next come to the consideration of the causes which are 
contributing to depress it. Of these causes, we shall allude but to the 
most impMtant one — the lack of mental culture among the great mass 
of our rural population. 

It is a lamentable fact that many, very many of our fsTmers are de- 
ficient in education. This, indeed, is the grand obatacle lo the prog- 
leaa of agriculture, and against which it is die duty of every true pa- 
triot most earnestly to labor. To remove it, to diaperse the mists of 
ignorance and prejudice, to enlighten the planter of the South, the 
farmer of the North, and the woodsman of the West, is to give free 
course to the tide of improvement, and to elevate the social position of 
the tiller of the soil. As long as clouds obscure the mental vision of 
the men who tread in the furrow, so long will their noble employment 
be deprived of the advantages of Science, even though (he light of 
knowledge flash on every side, and intelligence circulate as free as the 
air we breathe. It is educatitHi, and education alone, that can raise 
our agriculture to a heighth of prosperity unexampled in the annals of 
the world, and cause our yeomanry to stand forth, in every sense, the 
bulwark of their native land, and the terror of her foes ! 

But we have already exceeded our limits. . It remains only for ns to 
say a few words respecting the influence of the husbandman upon the 
welfare of the republic. When we refieet that ia the United Stales 
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there ore four millionB of pereona engaged in agiicuiture, and that the 
value of the products of their iadualry exceeds that of manufactures, 
commerce, mining, forests, and fisheries, all united, we cannot resist the 
coDclueion, that the farmer is the maia pillar of our country's strength. 
His broad shoulders support the political edifice, his labor constitutes 
the Bohd wealth, and his vole directs the destiny, whether for weal or 
wo, of the greatest and most glorious natioa the world ever saw ! Not 
only in peace does he cause every field to wave with golden harvests, 
and give a new impulse to every branch of business, but vhen dangers 
thicken around us, when the mighty fabric of our national government 
trembles to its foundation, he ever rallies beneath the starry banner of 
our country wheresoever it floats ! Take from a nation the tillers of 
the soil, the peerage of Labor, and you cut the sinews of its strength 
Mid sap the foundation of its prosperity ! 

" PrinceB and lords may flomiBh or may &de, 
A brealli can malce them aa a Iseath has made ; 
But oar bold jwmonry, tbdr comifcT's pride, 
"Wbea once destroyed, cso never be aapplied." 



Eoanng Brook. 

Abodt liiteen miles north of Nov Haven, and in the town of Cfheahire, a stream 
taSi precipitately doim the steep mountains that extend back from West Bock. 
The gi)rge through vhich it deicends is of wild and remarkable beauty, and is much 
visited during the Bummer months by TonriBta, Oeologista, Anders, and Fk-lfie 

Leaping from the gnmte noaatain, 
Down the hemlock gorge resoundit^. 
Flows the joyous streamlet, boundiug 
Fnnn its lone and shaded fountain. 
Now in wQd, nnfettered leap 
From the arched and mossy steep ; 
Now in white and foaming wreath 
CliogiDg to the rock beneath -, 
Through the snnlight and the sliadoW, 
Reaches It the frBgrsiit meadow. 

To the depths the waters blling. 
On the roimded pebbles sluver ; 
And the tossed and stormy, river 
Answers to the echose calling. 
In the deep, dark lions below, 
In the eddies, circling slow, 
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la tlie whirlpool's dizEj rout, 
Lnrks the black and wary trout, 
Oft bj angler's art deluded 
Avm hk r^Btmg-place eeeliided. 

Sheltered here by rocks o'erhanging, 
Uerry school-girls ahout with laughter, 
And tlie echoes chasing after, 
llirough the fnr-off rifts are clangiog. 
Hither come at nooD-tide prime. 
Such aa frame the ajlTan rhyme ; 
Such aa seek for Sdeuce's light ; 
Ibiden fair, and am'rous Imigbt ; 
Id the sunlight and the shadow, 
By the stretua that seeks the meadow. 



TOWNSEND PRIZE ESSAYS. 
Iroing anir ®oli)0mitl). 



A PLEASANT author is much like an agreeable friend. If there is 
not before you a real and tangible /orm, possessing life, capable of ac- 
lies, and eodued with the quick intelligeuce of a present and con- 
trolling mind, whose deep aed constaot sympathy is exhibited in a 
. visible countenance, and manifested in numberless outward and per- 
sonal acts, yet, its place is supplied by what, I think, is, at least for a 
time, scarcely less ihan an equivalent. If you are not listening to an 
audible voice, speaking in tones of friendship, and charming your ear 
with gentle, persuasive sound, there is still a silent language addressed 
to you from each printed page on which your eye may be fastened, 
whose mute appeal finds its way, with irresistible power, to the heart, 
and seldom fails to call forlh a willing and prompt response. With 
such a companion, one may trim his solitary lamp, and, Beating him- 
self by the genial light of an evening fire, feel that, even in the re- 
tirement of his own secluded room, he is not all or almost alone. As 
he turns over leaf after leaf, and reads, now some humorous and 
pointed story, now some passage of rare and exquisite beauty, or of 
surpassing eloquence, and now a mournful or pathetic tale, a profound 
interest springs up slowly but surely within him. He cL-ksps the book 
with a firmer and warmer grasp ; — a fervor gradually kindles in his 
mind ; — his face even discovers hie inward satisfaction, and he is 
liardly conscious, in the intense enjoyment he receives, of the piea- 
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ence of any objects aroand him, or, I may almost say, of his own 
existeDce. 

There are thus some authors for whoso works we have an ardent 
and lasting attachment ; we admit them at once to a most intimate 
place in our affections. They are adroit assailants, and they gain an 
easy Tictory, for they are so winning in their approach, so skillful in 
their attack, that we have neither the inclination nor the ability to for* 
bid their entrance. We greet them always as bosom acquaintances ; 
we know their inmost thoughts. Hence they are ever welcomed with 
a smile ; — they are perused thrice and again with renewed and increase 
ing pleasnre, and are kept ready and waiting for frequent and familiar 
use. Other books may have greater celebrity. They may have been 
written by men of uariv,aled genius ; they may be possessed, intrin- 
sically, of superior merit, both as to style and subject-matter, but they 
enter not into our feelings ; — they strike no chord in unison with them- 
selves ; — they do not fall in, noiselessly as it were, with the current 
of our pre^sisling thoughts and ideas, but rather disturb them, and 
produce only a harsh and violent recoil. We have nothing in com- 
mon with them ; no free exchange, no reciprocity of mutual sentiment 
and desire, no intimate and harmonious blending of kindred fancy 
and imagination, and therefore, as they fail of effecting a lodgment in 
the inner place of the sympathizing heart, they are treated only with 
cold neglect, and are laid away ta sleep in dusty forgetfulneas in the 
closet, or on the shelf. Or if the author be distinguished by so much 
brilliancy, by a manner so original, and by thought so new and strik- 
ing, that we must perforce admire him, it is admiration alone, nothing 
deeper, that we feel. His splendor, to our minds, is like the chiUing 
glare of an iceberg j we are dazzled by its brightness, but there is no 
warmth in it ) the intellect is enlightened, but the heart is lei^ unvisited 
by any cheering glow, unthawed by any vital heat. We seem to be 
walking on the tops of frozen mountains, and the view lirom them, 
doubtless, is of^ times wonderfully sublime ; but the air is frosty about 
ua, and we ate not careful to linger long on their enow-covered summits. 
The reverse is true with respect to the (^osite class of writers of 
which I have spoken- Here we are in a more congenial atmosphere. 
Every thing ia in harmony with our own thoughts ; there is nothing 
foreign or adverse to onr private taste or predilection. We enjoy 
whatever of wit, or quaintness, or pleasantry, they may have, with a 
heartiness that mikea it at once our own. There is no lack of good 
will in the reader's mind for such authors. So much of quiet humor, 
so much of sweet and unobtrusive gayety we discover in them, that 
all prejudice is completely disarmed, and one reads their works with 
a aeat, and with an appreciation of their spirit, that continues unabated 
to the very close. They are always, therefore, the favorites of onr 
leisure hours, and it is to tbea that we chiefly resort for such amuse- 
ment and relief from more pressing employments as we never cease 
to need. Nor do we seek from them pleasure, only in its more mirth- 
ful and airy forms ; but in times of despondency, when the cares of 
life crowd upon ns in dark and unusual dironge, and a sudden gloom 
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donds, for a seaaon, out mental horizoo, we find in tfaem not uofie- 
quently an unexpected and grateful deliverance tioin the urgency of 
etij: moTs immediate griefa. Th^ exert over ua a aootluDg, reattain- 
ing influence, and tliey 

lato our darker DUHiDgj}, vith a mild 
And healing ijinpatli j, Uut sl«ala away 
Their abarimeia, ere ve are amrft," 

Thus they become dear to our hearts, linking na by cherished memo- 
ries to the past, aaBociated with many of our deepest emotions, mold- 
ing, in some good degree, our characters by their secret, but powerful 
presence, alleviating the sorrows of our lives, helping us on in our 
rugged and arduous way, and wearing ever b^ore us, for the future, 
the web of a brighter and purer joy. 

The writings of Irving and Goldsmith are fully sufficient in illus- 
tration of these remarks. Their names even are enough to suggest to 
the mind the distinction now adverted to. They do not claim to be 
ranked among the greatest of authors, nor do we assert it for them. 
Neither the Poet, nor the graceful writer of the Sketch Book, are so 
regarded, either by readers generally, or by their most devoted admir- 
ers. The former makes no pretensions to a [dace with Milton, or 
Tasso, or Dante, and the latter can never be compared, in massive- 
ness and power of language, to Johnson, or in elevated richness and 
exuberance of thought, to Burke. They are not to be estimated from 
euch a point of view as this. They are rather to be looked at in a 
light of their own, and to be valued each according to his peculiar and 
individual merit ; obviously in no other way. Indeed, this is, in all 
cases, the only true and proper method of criticism. It is quite a fre- 
quent practice with a certain class of critics and reviewers, to form, 
from some author of preeminent excellence, an arbitrary measure of 
their own, and then to try all others by it. But such a Procrustean 
rule is by no means favorable for an impartial judgment, and is entirely 
inadmissible in the formation of any just and diacrimiaating decisioa. 
"While, therefore, it is admitted that the works of Irving and Goldsmith 
do not entitle their authors to a rank among the very brightest constel' 
lations iu Modem Literature, it is yet claimed that they shine with a 
native beauty and lustre, a tempered brightness, a mild gloiy, which 
is not at all the less attractive for being compared with their superiors 
in raagnitude, perhaps, and in greater eflidgence. It is not necessary, 
however, that we attempt to assign them their position in the literary 
world, for that has already been done. They have long since been 
located, and no one is called upon to ascertain or to defend their niche 
in the wide temple of Fame. They have outlived envy j they have 
survived every assault ; — criticism itself, with respect to ihem, has no 
longer any voice. They are equally accredited among the classic au- 
gers in the language, for Goldsmith, though belonging to the past age, 
since be died before ^e beginning of the present century, is not more 
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decisively accepted as a writer of tlie best and pniest Einglisli, than 
Irving, wbo is still living, our owa cotemponry uod fellow-citizan. In 
this respect they are alike, and both are sure of the love and admira- 
tion of posterity. The world, which, after all, ia generally a faithful 
critic and an honest judge, has given its final verdict, and appoinled 
them their appropriate and merited reward. 

It will be, of cniirae, impossible, within the narrow limits assigned 
to an essay tike this, to venture upon an extended examination and 
comparison of these two anthers, or even U> comment, with much mi- 
nuteness, on only tbe most important features in their writings. In 
ranging over bo rich and varied a field as this, scarcely more than a. 
general survey can well be expected. Particular beauties of thought 
or of diction cannot be dwelt upon at our own pleasure. There is a 
perfume in the air ; — a wilderness of flowering shrubs exhales its fra- 
grange around, and we may think ourselves quite fortunate, if, linger- 
ing awhile amid these " thousand sweets," and dallying with their 
odors, we at last shall bear away with us some little toney for pur- 
poses of future use. I shall content myself, therefore, with only 
glancing rapidly at ft few of the peculiar points of similaiiiy and dif- 
ference between Goldsmith and Irving, with a hasty notice of their 
most prominent excellencies or defects, 

I need not speak of Goldsmith's personal history, with which all 
must be familiar. His Irish descent, his singular manners, his freaks 
in early youth, his student life at Dublin College, his ill-planned at- 
tempt to run away from his anxious friends to America, his pedestrian 
journey through Europe, earning his food and lodgings by bis flute, 
or by displays of his learning and scholarship in disputation, and sing- 
ing and piping through France on his way homeward, his literary la- 
bors in London, writing in a garret and barely making a living even 
then, his acquaintance with Dr. Johnson and his famous Club, his ris- 
ing fame and subsequent eminence in the world of Letters, are all 
matters so well known, as scarcely to call for an allusion. Passing 
over, then, tbe events of bis private life, we come to the man of the 
public, to the felicitous writer of prose, and the equally successful one 
of poetry. And the first thing that strikes us here, in viewing him 
as an author, is the astonishing versatility of his genius. Tbe Poet, 
the Historian, the Dramatist, the Essayist, the writer of Natural His- 
tory, and the Novelist, are together combined in one, and it is some- 
what hard to say in which character he excels. In ibis, as compared 
with Irving, he ia by far his superior. He takes a more comprehen- 
sive sweep ; he has more of universality. One month he writes an 
Essay, the next, he sends to his publisher a Comedy, on the third, be 
comes out with a " History of England," or a " History of Greece," 
on the fourth, with a work on " Animated Nature," on the fifth, he is- 
sues his poem, " The Deserted Village," and makes bis appearance at 
ihe end of the year with the " Vicar of W^efield," But Irving is 
confined to the region of prose, and to two of the three departments 
in that. He has no poetic fire, save as it exhibits itself in a more 
homely garb than verse ; — as it glows perhaps, in some highly-wrought 
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description, as it shines forth in some touching story, or uiimates with 
a secret and unwonted flame some paragraph of surprising eloquence 
and power. Nor does he much affect the graver labors of the Histo- 
rian, except as his " Columbus," and his late work on " Mahomet and 
his Successors," may be considered as the fruit of such toil. It is 
not, however, because he is unequal to the taak, that he does not un- 
dertake the severest drudgery of such composition, but because it af- 
fords him a theatre nnsuited to the best exercise of his peculiar pow- 
ers. The realm of pathos and of humor is his appropriate province. 
I do not deny that he has often distinguished himself in other fields of 
literature, but I assert that it is here that he is moat uniformly and un- 
deniably successful. Here, indeed, the chief ground of comparison 
between Irving and Goldsmith is to be sought. The humorocs and 
the pathetic form for them a common territory, and one frequented by, 
and familiar to, them both. They enter the lists at different points, 
and course over separate grounds ', but neither find many competitors. 
These peculiar characteristics, still, do not appear in ihem in equal 
degrees, or with similar modifications in regard to circumstance or 
place. When Goldsmith would amuse us, his humor is more uneem 
than Irving'e ; — it is not as well sustained, but is yet not at all less 
palpable and genuine in reality. His sense of the ludicrous is equally 
exquisite wiih that of Irving, but it passes from his mind more rap- 
idly ; it does not linger there, evolving, by its creative energy, a thou- 
sand grotesque shapes and fancies in such endless and bewitching va- 
liety. Goldsmith's humor is scattered over his works like the sun- 
light which lies, crossed and darkened by interrupting shadows, over 
a broken but variegated and pleasant landscape ; — Irving's humor is 
like the light without the shade, broad, mellow, glowing with a noon- 
tide richness, and diffused over a surface less picturesque, I grant, but 
quite as beautiful with the luxuriant harvests that wave in golden 
plenty above it. Irving constantly reminds you of Cervantes. In 
fact, his only compeer and rival in the matter of pure humor, is the 
almost inimitable author of the chivalrous adventures of the Knight of 
La Mancha. Their similarity, 1 might nearly say their coincidence, 
in this particular of their writings, is more than accidental. The 
doughty exploits of the invincible Knight, who, attended by Sancho, 
his trusty squire, and mounted with helmet and shield on his high- 
spirited and warlike steed Rozinante, performed such mighty deeds in 
honor of the Lady Dulcinea del Toboso, are not drawn in finer and 
more mirth -provoking colors than are the valiant achievements of Pe- 
ter the Headstrong, the courageous but unsuccessful projects of Wil- 
liam the Testy, and the sage cogitations, the profoond investigations, 
and mysterious ponderings of Walter the Doubter, by the pen of 
Diedrich Knickerbocker, in his authentic and reliable " History of 
New York." There is the same delicate, effective irony, the same 
irreeisiible drollery in the delineation of character and adventure in 
both, and it is scarcely possible to believe that they are not the pro- 
ductions of the same mind. 
. Goldsmith's humor has frequently more or less admixture of for- 
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eigD elements with it. The author's own foibles, his own arngsinr 
idiosyncruies, hia private history, and his peculiar views of men and 
things, gained by rough and bitter, but kindly met experience in tha 
world, are alw&ya suggesting to you something about the man himself, 
as t/iey are visible in his writings ; something of the individual who 
is, in part at least, the real subject of the story or the jest, and whose 
«ion life, you cannot but feel, furnished the materials for its original 
conception, as well as contains the true explanation of it, and ensures 
its effect. But Irving's humor springs from a more intdUctval source ; 
more from his power of ereating ludicrous images, than from that of 
reminiscence or observation. It is the offspring of imagination ; — it 
is not invigorated or fed in any great degree from knowledge. HencQ 
it is more general in its scope, more universal in its application, as 
being less mingled with self. Goldsmith's hnmor, again, ofien bor- 
ders on wit. He descends to particulars, and becomes salient in th« 
minute. Irving, on the contrary, seldom or never attempts to be witty. 
There is a wide and obvious distinction existing here, which ought to 
be remembered. Wit kindles into a sudden dash — humor suffuses its 
object with a light, increasing gradually and gently. Wit attacks and 
defends — humor is noU'Te si slant, barmless, and mild. Wit revels in a 
multitude of shining points — humor glows with a steady, broad, and 
uniform lustre, content with this. Wit is like a stream, dashing down 
from the mountains, leaping from the precipice, tumbling against the 
rocks, sometimes tesring off the moss, sometimes edging them with 
flowers, mshing onward tumnltuously, now flashing through the forest, 
now gleaming among the hills, and moving swiftly but unerringly to 
its destination ; — humorislikeariver, noiseless, calm, winding between 
verdant banks, ruffled now (nd then by the breeze, and broken up by 
it into myriads of laughing waves that glimmer inthe sunlight, pla- 
cidly laving whatever it meets, and holding ten thousand things in 
earlh and air reflected in its hoaom. 

Goldsmith is often highly antithetical, and in this particular is 
strongly contrasted with Irving. His antithesis, however, is never 
offensive. It is someihing more with him than mere ornament. Ha 
does not, like Macaulay, use it for effect, for the splendor, merely, 
which it brings with it, for the artificial grace it confers, to point a 
sentence, or to dress out a common~p1ace thought with adventitious 
beauty, but he employs it mainly in a natural way, and only as occa- 
sion properly demands. Hia skill in the use of this embellishment, 
when he bestows some csre upon it, is, indeed consummate ; and here 
unquestionably lies much of his power. Antithesis, it is admitted by 
the best writers on Rhetoric, when rightly wielded, is a magic weapon, 
but abused, it produces only a false brilliancy, which is generally in- 
dicative of the exceeding shallowness of what it hides beneaih. Like 
all other decorations of style or of thought, it mny be so lavishly em- 
fdoyed as to be valueless, or, worse still, to injure what really pos- 
sesses merit, by the veryglilter of its tawdry adornments. The em- 
inent writer to whom I have alluded, with all his great abilities, is 
chargeable with this excessive outlay of antithesis, and it constitutes, 
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nodoubtedlr, his chi«f defect Birt id Goldamith we never find it, 
except as toe natural and spontaneous product of his mind, easy, flow- 
ing, not violently strained theT, but perceived withoat effort, and 
adopted iriihont affectation. Sometimes, however, he resorts 
purposely, for the sake of satire, or to excite langhter. This comi 
use of antithesis he seems to have been fond of, &nd you may see i 
or something nearly resembting it, amnsingly exemplified in the fol- 
lowing 

" Elkot om Madah Blatzb. 
Good people all, wiUi one accoid, 

lAmeat foe Madam ifflaue, 
Wlio nerar mnted k good WMil— 

PnHn tbaee wbft vpokt her pr»i*«. 
The needy sddian passed her door, 

And always iound her kind ; 
She freely lent to all Ae poor — 

Who lifi a pledge hthitid. 
She stnyve the neigbborbood to [deas* 

With maimera wondrous vituung; 
And uorer followed wicked w»y»— 
XJnlasH vihert ihe loo* *inninff. 

At church, in silkB and aatina new, 

With hoop of moDBtrons size ; 
She never slnmbered in her pew — 

Bat when the ikui her eget. 
Her love was soogfat, I do arer. 

By twenty beam and more ; 
The idng himself hafl followed her — 

When she has valkedtefori. 
Bat now her wealth and finery fiad, 

Her bat^ren-on cut short all; 
Hie doctors foond, whea the was dead — 

Her latt iUtorder mortal. 
Let OB lament in sorrow sore, 

Por Eait«treet wdl may say. 
That had she lived a twelTemootb tnot»— 

8he bad not died to-dag." 

This, certainly, would rot be allowable in a poem of great lengtlr, 
or of much complexity, since by a frequent repetition of points so 
-strongly contrasted and opposed, nothing but satiety and disgwt wouM 
quickly and inevitably be generated in &e mind ; but it may still oc- 
casionally answer, aa here, to serve the purpose of ridicule, and to 
provoke a smile. Yet much of Goldsmith's quaint and quiet humor 
was wont to fiow in this utd similar channels, and the reason why the 
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effect jpBt stated is not oftener produced, is, I thinh, equally obvions 
with the fact. It is because the author's ulf is perpetually seen in 
and by his works. I have alluded to this before, but it will bear fur- 
ther remark. These works are oftea, with all their multiplicity of in- 
cident, design, or adventure, only, as it were, a gauze veil, a thin cov- 
ering, through which the tjidividual, in his own proper identity, is dis- 
tinctly visible, though of it, perchance, he is wholly UQaware. Yon 
are, therefore, never at a loss to discover, la the fictions of his pen, 
the amiability and whimsical simplicity of his character. His oddity 
is continually betraying itself, even when moat elegantly and artfully 
disguised, and the Poet and the Essayist conceal but poorly the man. 
But because you cannot help loving the eccentricities of the latter, 
you are quite willing to find them reproduced or suggested to yon 
again in the former, and are glad to recognize the countenance of your 
friend in the productions of his mind. And thus, by this unconscious 
representation of his own personal peculiarities in his works, there is 
infused into them an element of no common potency, a principle of vi- 
tality, whose lasting influence is ever possessed of sufficient efficacy 
to secure him a host of zealous and admiring friends. This is his 
power of awakening and engaging the sympathy, as well as of win- 
ning the affections of his readers. Here he has few, I had almost 
said, no equals. If an author gains our affections, he has, generally 
speaking, in technical phrase, carried his point. If he reaches the 
ludden springs of our most secret emotions, and unseals them by his 
touch, so that these invisible fountains, buratiog forth at his bidding, 
flow in the way and measure be has assigned them, he may be well 
satisfied that little more is to be desired. He has, so to speak, iden- 
tified his own thoughts and feelings with those of his readers, which 
is, of all things, perhaps, the most difficult to attain. In the extent to 
which Goldsmith does tbia, I can compare hira, 1 think, only with 
Charles Lamb, in whose " Ella" and " Letters," especially in those 
contained in his correspondence with Colridge, there is exhibited ihe 
same rare talent, the same wonderful ability in the author oi projecting 
himself into his writings ; of working into them his own individuality ; 
of engraving upon them his own distinctive features in such bold re- 
lief that they can never be effaced ; of impressing them with such 
marks of his own personality thai by no act of disintegration can he 
ever be separated from his works. In this, without doubt, may be 
discovered the key to that surprising popularity which Lamb has 
enjoyed. 

But if Irving, as I have said, is not particularly distinguished for 
&e use of antithesis, he is not deficient in all those qualities which 
constitute a truly finished and imitable style. In purity of language, 
in a certain indefinable but ever present sweetness of expression, and 
in perfect ease and elegance of diction, he is not surpassed by Addi- 
son himself, always acknowledged to have had, in these respects, no 
superior in the English tongue. The chasleness and entire simplicity 
of the dress in which he robes his thoughts, ate equally admirable, 
and it is not too much to say, c&n never be excelled. There ue no 



izecbyGoOgle 



1850.] ntTntQ and aoLosiiiTH. 309 

harsli metaphors, no far-fetched iilu strati on s, no forced, unnatural sim- 
iles, showing either bad taste or worse invention, no iacohereat aa- 
aemblage of vagrant images, no esceas of coloriog in description, or 
want of Torisimilitude in representation to be found anywhere in all 
his numerous productions. You open one of his works much as you 
would enter an extensive and Bkillfully cultivated garden, expecting 
every sense to be gratified — looking for order amidst variety, unity in 
complexity, in seeming confusion a visible design and beauty perva- 
ding all. Every weed has been eradicated, every superfluous branch 
lopped off, and you walk delighted through a labyrinth of cool and 
shajed paths, hung with golden fruit, and odorous with the scent of 
innumerable flowers. The reader is never wearied by aamenesa, 
never tantalized with the hope of coming novelty, only to find it flat- 
nesa, only to be met by an insipid continuity of threadbare truths and 
observations, nor, when panting for refreshment, when thirsting for 
amusement, does he discover, to his mortification, that he has been 
assiduously chasing the shadow of a substance, following a deceitful 
mirage over arid and sandy plains, and laboriously following — nothing ! 
Irving is elaborate but not stiff, vivacious but not flippant, dignified 
but sufficiently assimilative and condescending, and manifesting occa- 
sionally great vigor of thought, while, at the same time, a fancy inex- 
haustibly fertile, yet corrected and severely guided by judgment, ever 
attends upon his facile pen. His only or chief fault is that he aome- 
timea a&cii&ceK force Xo finish, when an extreme poliah, it is clear, is 
not specially desirable. 

I have thus attempted to designate and compare such of those gen- 
eral traits of character in the writings of these two authors, as seemed 
most deserving of notice. In completing the plan of ibis Essay, I 
will briefly advert to one or two other points which may be deemed to 
posaeaa interest or importance. 

Goldsmith is better known among ordinary readers as a Poet than 
as a writer of prose, though far more voluminous in the latter capacity, 
than in the former. A close perusal, however, of his poetical eMi- 
sions will suffice to show that his genius, viewed in this aspect, is not 
of the highest order. He is more a poet of the heart than of the mtel- 
leel. He is no rover in the heaven of mind ; — he seldom aims, with 
Byron, Co flap an eagle-wing against the sun. Thus you will nowhere 
see him soaring to auch elevation of thought, to such proud heights of 
poetry, with a sweep so unbounded, so commanding, and of such 
amazing strength, as the author of " Childe Harold's Pilgrimage," ia 
the following stanzas from the third Canto of that poem. Others 
might be referred to, but these will serve to illustrate :— 

"Tbeikjie dbaagedl and bucIi adum^l oh night t 
And Btorm and darknesa, je are wandroos strong. 
Tat lovely in jouf etreDglJi, as is tha light 
Of a darlc eje in wonun 1 Far along, 
VOL. XV. 30 
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ftom peak to peak, Qie nttling cngs ftmoBg 

XMpiUeHv* tAumfar/ Not from one Ime diMul, 

But ererf mountain now hathjound a Um^M, 
And Jon sttawen, thnmgh her nvat; afannid, 

Back to ths joy oub Alps, irho call to her aloud t 

And this ig in the night i — moat glorioua oiglit I 

Thou wort not aent for slnmber 1 let m« bo 
A tharer in Ikyfieret and far delight,'-' 

A portiDn. of the Umptit tmdoflhetl 



Sky, mouDttuoi, rirers, vinds, lake, lightmi^ 1 je 

With night, and donds, and thunder, anS a loul 
To Tiidks then felt and feeling, «rdl taxj be 

Things that have made me watchful ; the far roH 
Of your departing voices, ti the tmoll 

Of tehal in me t» ileeplesi, — if I rest. 
Btd vthere of ye, oh lemptilt ! i> the goal f 

And je like those within the human breast t 
Or do je find, at length, like eagles, some high nest I 

But Goldsmith's power is exerted principally in awaking joy or sor- 
row, in aroQsing the sympathies, exciting the feelings, and csnying 
captive the aSections; He walks humili pede, upon the commoa 
ground of our suffering, rejoicing, sensitive nature, content with being 
the object of Imie, if he cannot be alwaya that of wonder, and, possess- 
ing this, better pleased with a secure, though unpretending cottage on 
the Earth, than with a glittering but precarious palace in the skies. 
How affecting, for instance, how strictly pathetic, is that beautiful im- 
age in " The Trardei," often quoted, but never too much admired :— 

" Where'er I mun, lAsterer realnu to see, 
M7 heart inttravefd kaHj toms to tbee ; 
Still to m^ brother tnniB widi eeasdesBpain, 
And dragi at each remote a lengthened chain." 

The reference, it will be remembered, is to his brother, the "Yillagfl 
Preacher," whom, it is louchingly said in " The Deserted Village," 

"Sven dnldren foUowad witli radearing wile, 

And plucked bis gown, to share tbe good man's smila" 

The same exquisite tenderness and depth of feeltTig, not compass of 
thojight, is seen throughout all of these poems, which are his greatest 
works. They are characterized by beauty, elegauce, sententiousness, 
an almost imexampled smoothness of versification, and a naturalness 
and a perfection iu his painting and scenery equally unrivaled. This 
is sufficient to immortalize them, and from thii, their proper credentials 
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to a perpetuity of fame «ra derived. I do not deoy ilut be is eome- 
timea sublime. Thus, in " The Deserted Village," speaking atill of 
the amiable pastor, kind and gentle, aod all whose " aeiious thoughts 
had leBt in heaven," he follows with this splendid passage : 
" Ab some tall diff Hiat lifts its awful form, 
Srells from the vale, sod midws;f leaves (3ie slonii. 
Though round U> breast ike rolling eU/udt are ipread, 
Eteratd tamhint lelilei ott iti Juad.' 

The compliment here given to Tirtue, the tribute allowed here to good- 
ness, la paralleled, peru^s, indeed, surpassed only by Horace : 
" Joitum ao fa-""*-™ propoiiti viram 

Si fiactiu ilUbatuT orbU, 
JnfMivufMn ferient ruiue." 

But his native atmosphere is not that of aublimity. His muae is com- 
monly indisposed to these higher Sights, and he appears constrained 
to lahoT strenuously in the attempt. Now a poet of the lofliest stamp 
is something more than this. He stands as the high prieat of Nature, 
to miniater at her altar, and to interpret her wonderful oracles to unin- 
itiated and grosser men ; translating the manifold teachings, whichj 
from her thousand tongues, are conveyed in thrilling language to Ma 
willing ear, into those leaa intangible forms that are better suited to 
the vulgar eye. The world is full of beauty ; a beauty unutterably 
pure and great ; a glory inconceivably bright, enrapturing, serene ;— ^ 
an ocean of perfect lovelinosa, wide and deep, ever rolling in ita free, 
t'ejoicing billows upon the thoughtless, sensual, debased, and sin-be- 
sotted soul of man. Poetry is the expression of this beauty in verse) 
the rendering, so to speak, of a heavenly language into the vernacular 
of earth, and it is the poet's task to accomplish this noble and de- 
lightful purpose. Therefore his genius should be universal in its kind; 
his mind attuned to every melody, a harp of myriad strings, vibrating 
at every breath, and from which the filfiil breeze shall ever depart, 
bearing away innumerable commingling tones on its retreating wings. 
Such a poet, then, as well for the sublime as the beautiful, as well for 
what is elevated, terrible, or majestic, as for that which is only adapted 
{o soothe, when expressed in poetic numbers, or to win, or to instruct, 
will have a quick and appreciative eye. All the deep analogies and 
similitudes of the vast external world will be to him known and famil- 
iar : — its pTofoundest mysteries will be shadowed forth in dim, gigan- 
tic outlines before his thoughtful vision. His soul, I have sometimes 
thought, is like some clear, unruffled lake, remote from the turbid 
streams of polluted fountains, amid a fairy landscape, encircled by 
grand and glorious forests with a foliage of ever-varying hue, hoar and 
lofty mouniaina atanding in solemn greatness around it, and looking 
down in silent grandeur into ita peaceful bosom, untouched by storm or 
tempest, lying in calm repose, with the unchanging heavens above, and 
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the sun and stan and all the bright orbs, ihw across their eteroal face, 
wheel on, from age to age, in their far, mysterioua \ny, mirrored avei- 
more in the atillnesa of its tranquil depths. 

StteA a poet is not Goldsmith ; Milton, it may reasonably be asserted, 
is 1 for in the " Paradise Lost" may be found all the higher qualities 
of poetry, while in " L' Allegro" and" II Penaero90,"in the "Comas" and 
" Lycides," are discoverable those lighter and more delicate ones, 
which, in combination with the former, alone constitute such perfection. 
But our kind-hearted, eccentric poet claims not this eminence, and it 
is arrogated for him by no one else. 

Of Goldsmith's Bramatic works, little need be said. His power in 
this species of composition does not appear ts have been remarkable. 
Neither of his Comedies, " The Good-natured Man," and " She Sloops 
to Conquer," although meeting in their day with some favorable re- 
ception from the public, exhibit anything very noticeable. The prin- 
cipal characters, such as Sir William Honey wood. Lofty, Croaker, and 
Olivia in the former, and those of Sir Charles Marlow and son. Hard- 
castle, and Hastings in the latter, are not very strongly marked, and 
cannot, with the exception, perhaps, of the character, Tony Sumpkin, 
be pronounced to have much originality. 

The " Vicar of Wakefield" ia a monament of his genias. It is 
one of the few, exceedingly few, novels that will bear repeated peru- 
aal. There is a charm about it, nevertheleas pleasing for reiterated 
enjoyment of Its sweetness, always freah, always attractive, and will 
never cease to be read by all the lovers of pure, simple, unstudied, gen- 
uine fiction. 

The " Essays" are, of all his prose works, probably, most widely 
known, and most deservedly popular. They are extremely elaborate, 
entertaining, and instructive. The beautiful allegory, or tale, " Aaem, 
the Man-hater," ia only excelled by Addison's " Vision of Mirza." 

Irving's productions are so numerous, that no particular notice, much 
leas, criticism, can be bestowed on any. He is seen with peculiar ad- 
vantage, I think, in the " Sketch Book." Here hia varied powers are 
best displayed, and while " The Wife," " The Broken Heart," and " The 
"Widow and her Son," are read with tearful interest, the reader will 
never foil to laugh over the legends of "Rip Van Winkle" and 
" Sleepy Hollow," or the comical description of pugnacious, conse- 
quential, and beer-loving " John Bull." Of all his other works, there 
is no room to speak ; but the knowledge which every one possesses of 
them, will supply abundantly the deficiency. 

Thus, imperfectly, have these world-renowned authors been stir- 
veyed. Over the brightoeaa of their future fame, no cloud, we are 
sure, will ever rise. They will be held in remembrance, in thought, 
in love. Their faults are few; their merits, great. They have left 
behind them lasting memorials for all time to come. From Irving we 
may look for greater efforts still i but each is treasured in the hearts of 
millions, and each, without exaggeration, may, with the unforgotten Ro- 
aiiui, prescient of enduring renown, affirm. 



izecbyGoOgle 



1850.] THE REOIOIDEB. 

" I htn fiiiiihed me ft trophy, 
Uore unperifiluDg Qtan braaa, 
Loftier than the rojal gtru c tu re 
Beared from aa etenuil base. 
Which in tJgjpf b anoient land 
Lifts its bend above the wnd ; 
Trophy, vMch the eating aiiower 
Tries in Tain to ^rasta away ; — 
Which the north -wind, in ite power, 
Cannot ixuinble to decay ; 
Nor the conntleea years of time. 
Rolling m in tj-ack iubUme. 
I shall nerer all expire, 
E'en thon^ in the grave I lie ; — 
Still shall bura a quenchleeB fire, 
'Hmugh its earthly fuel die ; 
And alor^ the gltndng page 
I thall Iwefnmt age to agt^' 



SC^e Hegtrtlitfl. 



HiaroRT, in respect to many of the most eignificBnt events and per- 
sonages, is an appeal to the future. It records the fact, or depicts the 
character and leaves it to front the world, and make its way as best it 
can, through periods of misapprehension and misinterpretation, down 
to an age that can understand it and do it justice. Gradually the matter 
unfolds its import and relations. The mists of passionate and partial 
estimation at length clear away, and the deed and the man £nd Aeir 
true level. 

And this delay of judgment will be proportioned to the breadth of 
the scheme in which the even! had place. If the plot covers ages, 
and is one that involves national destinies or a great progressive 
movement of the race, it may be centuries before a Hildebrand or a 
Bonaparte shall clear themselves, and. stand comprehensible and ai 
their true size before us. 

Two hundred years have begun to set Oliver Cromwell at his true 
point of meaning and worth ; and that fact emboldens us to hope that 
the great movement in which he bore a part, is clearing itself to the 
world's slow apprehension. If so, it will yet be that £ng]and*s high 

* Eor. Oar. lib. m, 80, Tr. by Bermeneutea. 
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court of justice, her regicide tiibanol, the trial of the man Charlea 
Stuart, and that stern and bloody ihinielh of January to which ho 
had long been haatcning will be seen in their true significance. 
Meantime we have no breath to apend in censure or laudation ; let us 
simpU' strive to understand that great Euglieh act of regicide. 

The trial and condemnation of Charles the First, mark an epoch in 
the great struggle between absolutism and constitutional freedom iu 
England and foi the world. Despotism had sow for some ages had 
free course, and mounting ever higher, had bloomed out at last in this 
second Stuart. 

Antociacy could no farther go. Never was there a more complete 
specimen of the absolute, than in Charles the First. Through his 
shallow nature, its full aims and all its aspirations stood revealed. It 
was now inevitable that a decision should be had, whether this style 
of kingship, of divine tight, capable of no wrong, irresponsible, in- 
violable, above all law and justice, should be the style of English 
royalty, or whether a commons and a constitution had yet a place and 
force on British soil. By the course of events, and mainly by his 
own fatuity, this great issue of principle was made to involve the 
person of a King. Charles contrived to personate Absolute Mon- 
archy in the eyes of his subjects, and the blow they meant for the 
thing signified in him, lighted on him, because he would be its symbol. 
And now the hour of that decision was come. Charles Stuart con- 
fronts this high tribunal, to answer as a man for his misdeeds as a 
King. Hitherto the Kingly parson has been sacred from the touch of 
justice. But here developed by the times, here are gathered stem 
men not fearing to judge a King ; to whom royalty is too thin a veil to 
hide the fact and the turpitude of crimes against liberty. He did thest 
things, even the man Stuart, and he shall answer for his deeds even 
as another. He is guilty of compassing the subversion of all the 
liberties of all Englishmen, and has sought it these many years. Be- 
yond every other, lo, this is the man of many treasons, incomparably 
the highest of criminals in aim and efTorl,, in purpose and deed. H« 
shall answer for it. Aud if hia blood is most ancient and most royal, 
it cannot mere than expiate for his high offense. For crimes faint 
and shadowy to his, how many have spilt their plebeian, how many 
their noble blood on the block ! And why should the even hand of 
justice be stayed for him ? 

A great stage was completed, and a new era opened, when that 
tyrannicide broke, as a deed done, on the startled nations. A new 
«tyle of royalty from that day became necessary. True, the Stuarts 
•will do after their kind, and since there must be another and another 
£tuan still, they must even go on grasping stUl at the impossibility of 
Absolute Monarchy, but with fainter hand, and with the foregone 
conclusion of inevitable defeat. The second Charles and his unfor- 
tunate brother, true sons of their sire, were needful to illustrate th« 
justice of their father's doom, and fill up that which remained of des- 
potism. It was needful that England should be exhausted of her 
patience, and convinced that she did not hold the dogmas of indefeasi- 
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ble BovereigDty and passive obedience. And these two roaeteis very 
effectually taoght her that lessoa. She was then prepared to reaffinn, 
in all its essentials, the judgment of the regicides — to fling from her 
forevei both that incurable breed of despots, and the doctrines of des- 
potism they had taught her. The revolntion of 1688 was bnt that of 
1648 repeated, mu(aft> mutandis, and bating the blood. And bencefonb 
vhoBO would reign in England must hold by another tenure, and de- 
mean himself in another style from that of the Stuarts. 

The true honor of the regicides is (hat they discerned and dared 
to pronounce the teal judgment of England ; and their crime was that 
they pronounced it with such emphasis, and forty years before England 
iLoew her own meaning. They stood up before the world and pro- 
claimed the true tenure of kingship, and sternly illustrated the amena- 
bility of the monarch to the law. Their act was stem. In any nar- 
row view of the times it was impolitic. To the immediate interests 
of English freedom it was disaatroDB. Bnt who is competent to say, 
that meaauied broadly by the great morement in which it had its 
place, and estimated by its whole influence on the subsequent history 
of England and the world, it was not eminently the deed for the times T 
But for that deed going down into all English minds, and working in 
them through the darker ages of suSering and dishonor that were to 
come, and compelling all men to handle in their thoughts this question 
of the kingly tenure, who shall say that a wholly different history of 
England had not been to be written from that day to this t They who did 
that -deed, hid themselves in what ends of the earth tbey might, or 
paid the forfeit with their blood. But their deed would not hide, and 
could not be hanged and quartered. That remained for men to gaze 
at and think of. A tempest of honor and malediction rose against it, 
to the heart's content of King and court. The nation vociferously 
repudiated the deed. Nevertheless it was bread cast upon the waters 
to be found af^r many days. The seed dropped through the angry 
waves down into the soil beneath, and struck root and bore fruit in 
after times. 

And not only Was that act an influential element in the subsequent 
reform of English royalty ; it was a deed not done in a comer. It had 
a significance for all Europe. The sound of it went over the con- 
tinent, everywhere causing the ears of deapots to tingle, and stirring 
the hearts of oppressed millions with they knew not what of hope. 
It has been felt as a prescience in all the closets of despotism. The 
world over the kingly condition has not been what it was, before that 
beacon glared on them across the channel. The English regicide 
waa one of those signal aud striking events which catch the eyea of 
. men and impress their hearts. It contained s doctrine and taught it 
effectually. It quickened every one of those new ideas already 
working in European society, which have since then availed at least 
to put an end forever to peaceful oppression. It had its place among 
the influences that have everywhere made men restless under tyranny, 
each generation, more reseolful of absolute domina^on, and more ar- 
dently panting for a liberty which yet it has lacked die capacity to 
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realize. It helped to origioate those Terblntioiiaiy currenta which 
have swept &nd are still sweeptag kingdoms and kings, people and 
potentates, onward through the tenible vortices of revolution, never to 
be arrested till the nations shall be ftee. Alas ! for the work that is 
made of it ! Alas ! for the scenes of frenzy and blood in which 
freedom is made to blush for its advocates, and the shadow is again 
and again turned back on the dial of history ! But there is hope in it. 
Fallen Hungary shall yet arise, and her banished heroes will not have 
suffered in vain. In Italy the breaking night shall yet give place to 
day. And France, duped, infatuate, recreant France — she that sprang 
first to khe race, and should have been now at the goal, she too shall 
return and walk once more with dear-bonght wisdom, and with success, 
over the course she has once lost by phrenzy, and once by fraud. 

And it waa but our right that some of those regicides should lay their 
bones with ns. 

We too were preparing in dne time to sit in judgment on kings, ' 
end thanks in no small measure to their deed, and in some measure to 
their presence amongst us, our judgment did not differ very greatly 
from theirs. The day of trial had not yet come, but here, beyond 
what the whole earth could give them elsewhere, they found a spirit 
that could sympathize with theirs. It was not safe caverns in oar hills 
alone, and quiet groves in village gieeus, that they found among us. 
The spirit was ^ready abroad that developed itself fully a century 
later. The declaration of Independence was working in men's hearts, 
and getting itself ready to be uttered. And well might those who 
like these men, had dared all things for liberty, who felt themselves 
competent to judge a king, find their last refuge here. And when, two 
centuries after, the ashes of one of those men are unearthed among 
us, we may weU gaze on them reverently — for thia man was one of 
the prophets of Freedom. 



(Ho no a. 

A LSGEND OF THE HOHAWK. 



Who hath not heard with wooder of that vale 
Where Mohawk rolla his laiy stream along I — ■ 
Where Nature now her taireat Bosnes onfolds — 
Aaoa liiaplajB her wildest, grandest forms t 

With seeming fondneas hsuig Italian sbdea, 
And o'er the outspread pluna and biUa beDealll 
pour genial warmth ; and wake to gladsome life 
AH thuws that sleep, in robes of beaatj wrapped ; 
And clothe with flowers and InightoeM every spofc 
Ritrpftwing &r our dreams of lovelinsss* 
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LoBg jeari ago — before Uie vliita mm aaat — 
llioBe aiuujj hiUa and meadows etreliibu^ fu, 
Bad ne'ar been taught to yield their fruit to nun. 
But mighty foreata waved their lufged anoi 
In solemn gnmdeuj ; and theii leafy tongues 
To pssaing breezes Thispered dreaioilT, 
And Bwmed io apeak with dotage of their joOth. 

Tvas long — cb I long before Iheee noble elms— 
The proudly arching glories of our lime — 
Had Qzed their infant roola in forest soil. 
And In the dimlj-lighted woodland gladei 
Unfolded first their leaTea and grew lo etieoglb.: 
Twas long before a Pil^iim Fauier bra^ 
Hod stajed his wandenog feet, and knelt in prayer 
And praise, and lifted up his giatelul heart to Qod. 



Chased with his bow the timid, apcrtted deer ; 
And (HI its waters o^ed his %bt CMMe, 
And when the waning ereung's purine li^ 
Glowed in the western Aj, aEd throof^ (he learaa 
Stole down and bathed his lodge in ruddj light, 
He thought tiiat Haneto had bMaaed the vat^ 
llta lorelieat nook of earth, ssto Wjomin^ 

"lis of (hose times this simple legend speaks— 
Its tcnu this Talle;. Those of whom it tells 
Gave to its stream the name it bears — their own — 
And sent their memo^ down to later dajrs, 
Olad in the garb which ancient legends wear. 

But ere their simple itory utterance find. 
Come back, in thought, with me, and in those timea 
As 'twas, behold it noa. Fio' words are weak ; 
But Fancj'B wins, though 't soar among (he stars 
From loftier flighte. may deign perchance to stoop. 
And hovering, outspread, o'er the humble thema 
A shade of beauty cast ; come then with me — 
TTpbome bj s fragile baA of graceful form. 
Long since abapea out by rud^r skillful hands, 
Float bIowIt down the darkly shaded atreaai — 
iiaii. counueas beautiee as we glide ah^. 
And view, at Imgtb, oni l^end's andent homek 

Lo I where, among the rocks, the waleis dasfai 
. And gosh, and seetl^ and fly about in spray. 
Now leering o'er some brink— a foaming mass — 
Or rmbing down some slope with furious speed. 
And spinning round in dizzy vortices 
UnceMingly- But ere their flow is swift, 
A Uooming islet, with its front opposed, 
IKvidee their band ; a stream <» either side 
At once begins the hurryingi, swift descent. 
And dashing torrents, foaming, meet below. 

Take here your stand, and with me riew the scena 
Above, the waters come a silent stream. 
And forest monarcba line the fertile shora^ 
And bound the vision with tbefr leafy shade ; 
On either side are sloping, rock-ribbed barfti -, , 
llkese forests cloth^ between whose Aaggj tnmki, 
31 
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And </» wIWM wBling bought the eye cu ettait 

Hwroctcf mmpartsof U^ eternal )iiU»— 

OrowD grkj mth age — moBa-hm^ — and arowaed Tith vaodi, 

Beltnr, a mugled Bcuna of wcxida and rochs 

Aod waten wildly doahiug, meets the eye. 

And, built of durmg granite, high cliEFed isles, 

WitJl scattered sbmba and scanty herbage clothed. 

Save irbere from t^iese and from the parent rock 

Tbe lapse of counUaw years, with alow decay, 

Halhwrou^t asoilmoregausl; there (lise 

Low, stunted pnes and cedars thick with ^wm, 

VMe at (heir feet and 'nealh their siHubre shade 

Bright wild flowers apring and dieer the dreaty watle. 

Bold beetling clifis o'erhuig the dismal scene, 

And on the scattered, sbapeUas rocks bdow 

Frown proudly : 'tis a place of rocks and shade — 

Ostoneoye. 

Bat beautr robes the isle ; 
ITpon its bcrders arching elms entwine 
Their spreading branches, — up whose aged trunks 
The woodlrine creepa, and hides the shaggy bark 
Beneath a robe of sreen ; and willows b^d 
And Irwl their flexile briuichea in the stream. 

With Tiae-clad trees, and Udckly scattered flowers, 
And softened Bunbeams trembling 'mong the leavea 
Thus beautiful— it hath a chsrm of place 
Which adds to every beauty Eweeler power : 
Upon the very verge it rests between 
The beautiful, and that which hath no grace 
Beyond the light upcurliogwatCTCrest, — 
Tween smiles and frowns — ^tweec light and dismal gloom— 
Above the waters sleep — below they surge — 
Above, a thousand warbling throate resound — 
Below, the hoaraely-roaring water&ll : — 
And ranged round all, the time gray battlements 
Of rock, like guardians, amile upon their ward. 
And &OWQ on all beside. 

Sneh was the plao^ 
And Oneontha there had built his lodge, 
Upon the island, 'neath its pleasing shades. 
"IVafl rudely formed— the work of savage akill — 
Ihe work of hands that oftenei, dyed in gore, 
Pound warm delight, than using peaceful art 

But woman's hand displayed its gentler skflJ, 
The clambering woodbine, and the tendriUed vine, 
By gentle training wooed to change their course, 
Ooeyed CoDooHa's guiding hand, and turned. 
Checked in their wandennge. to the humble lodg^ 
And o'er it poured their wealth of rustling leaves. 
And lent their folds of changefu] drapery 
To hide its rudeness and to give it grace. 

There Oneootha dwelt: — ur up uie stream 
Dwelt his war-men, and chosen warriors held 
The rocln entrance toward the rising sun. 
Where bloody foemen ranged — the Mengwe, fleroo 
To stain their ruthlesa hands with Mohawk blood. 
And with him there in sweet seclnsion dwelt 
OoflbcM; food she was— and loved her lotd 
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WMe aha was jtt unoaed to tJis ''*"'"C'"C yean. 
One oalj eister, yaunger and more bir 
To look upon, beside bar, paaaed in pl&7 
Hie dreunv houTs of Summei : Winter c*me — 
And pMsad— Mid Spring; and Uie tliiid Summer euiu^ 
And -witli ita puaing brauea bnned her cheek — 
Her fereiad uieek— for hsaltb woa tber« no muu 



Aad racnrflakei 'gan to hide the duskj earth. 

Be Mndly took her lo Eia loving l^eaat, 

And loade the happr huDtiog-gToirnds her borne. 



k) the death mT (me ahe loved, vjldttunnlt waked 
Within her boaom, and it heaved 'with grief: 
But less and lese Oie wavelets swell in buU^ 
And longer, slower, dying enrgea roll. 
Till all la bWI, — again the it ' 
So bottow'b pulaea, in Uk ea 
Of childhooDt move the plac 
At first mora harshlv ; uien with faintar'power ; 
And more faint — till it fiowa again in peace. 
So passed away Coooofia's eameet griet, , ' 

And all, once more, seemed bathed in biuuij light. 

The noiaelesa march of years went alowly by, 
And In-ought do diange — aave that ahe grew in year^' 
And BimjSe grace of eavage womanhood— 
Till the bec^ a bride— till she, the bk 
And frail one, clang to the man oif mighty deeds, 
Aiid ovmed Mm iiid — the master of her will. 

Ihen ehe, with varying solace, whiled away 
Tie hours that passed, in dreamy ksieliness. 
From earl; mom, till dewy eve. At times 
She plucked the simple floVreta from the ttuf— 
Fair types of her own pure simplicity — 
Or listened to the cheeiing notes of birds. 
And grew as glad, and li^t in heart, as they ; — 
Then turned, and wondered that the sunny light 
Hot yet was tinged with redness from the Wesl^ 
To tell the coming of the absent one ', 
And when she heard Ms paddle's rapid dip, 
Made haste to meet him at the sandy cove, 
Where, (ended now the day,) he moored hia bark ; 
Then, fondly dinging to his tawny arm. 
With eager tone, besought him to unfold 
The various dangers of the long— long day — 
Eow he had met them — how o'ercome th^ aQ — 
Then joyed in his auccesa, and told her tale 
Of all the wo and gladness she had knovni 
In that liMig solitude, from moiu till night 

Thus time passed on, by gladsome meetings marked. 
Till on her knee there played an in&nt boy. 
Dnheeded then, the houia flew swiftly by. 
And biouf^t no thought of weariness. She cued 
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So mors how iknriT moved tin UUng mn. 
Nor loo^eit to Bee Ihe Weat -with pnrpie glow. 
When he went pnmdly to Ma gltmous re^ 

Far other earee employed W mother miiid : 
With Mger foadoMB w^died dta now her boy — 
Qnn—od at hii want*, and atoove to latufr 
^lern all— and watched ttie wnadeiin^ of hii eyaB; 
And ibr the bafabliiiga of hii little lipa, 
Kiaped mrnningn ftdl of lore ; 
Ana wbeo theeemJike stara in ui^ta dark reil. 
With aofler bnUiance than the oib c^ day. 
Began to buni, she ^eved to ceaae her toil 
Aod place him on hia couch of leaTsa, to sleep. 



Upon liieir lodge, the larW aontiriit M 

Aroee a etaiding ay ; andtaiTiUe — 
Above the roar of mdung water* beani: 
Boon, o'er the TDckB,cama ooe, Willi hasty fleeV 
To tell ite meaoing. Hard would be, tiiat day. 
The atiifs with ooontless (bee, sod wUy art; 
The Hengwe, brought by etealth j maniua near. 
Upon the plains, below the rockjr gorge. 
Held hideous ooancil, — ronaing in th^ breoeta 
Uoat fearful rage, and fiendlika thirst for blood : 



inth eager feet, ilew, with the rioog nm. 

To epread akow the startling news. 

And call Ibeir learlees bretu'eii to the field of w 



Inniimerable dmkj fonns, in nleot haate. 
Moved oa to meet the fee. Qlornng in itreogth. 
Her noble brotben went— dieeiing the march — 
And Oneontba iprsng kwi^, b pnde, 
FearleaslT to awell the man of moving life. 

Soon all had paaaed ; and, aave the aallen roar 
Of waters, rose noaomid; thebirdaofaon^, 
Whose tinj breaati at mora aeemed fbll of joy, 
Were still, and warbled not. 

Let na not look 

o flood, 

ThSit from the gmund, for apeedy Tengeance cries 
To Heaven, but eeek the mother, with her child. 
And strive to &el n aympathy in wo. 

Awhile in doubt she stood ; and, wrapt in thought, 
Aa paaaed from view the laat departing form ; 
Ana BO had stood; but on her wakeful ear, 
There fell the prattlinga of her little boy, 
Wlu^ OD the Bumiy award, to silence awed 
So long, by the many moving forms, his voice 
How raised, and clapped hia Uttle bands for joj. 
That voiee i«c«lled ber from bar thoughta of wc^ 
Andinber boaom lit the lamp <tf bopa. 
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iko hour ih« pM«ed i» elutdliJ^e plaj, 
Upon Uie sward, beeide her littla me ; 
And Uungbt, trith ndnecs, of tlie time 
Wbea abe, a duld, before her latlier'B lodge, 
Uixxi the tur^ irith her lister, pemed in play 
The dreamy bom of Sonuiier, and fbodly looked 
On him, uid fed her hop& 

An hoar had pasaed — 
The fearful war-cry smote npon her ear — 
More fbsrful laada br echoing woods and rocks, 
And her own fear. Hw ceaaed Oiat cry to swell 
And die away, with every fitful gust, 
For hours. Then, for a time, it seemed more Dear, 
And biater grown. She clasped her &i^itened ^x^]' 
Unto her breast the while, and feared to nope. 

So pamed the day, in agony of thought. 
Till luigtheuing diadowe warned of coming night. 
Then rose a cry of trimnpli, — more near it cams— - 
And nearer vdll — twas tlie Ueo^e's hateful cry ; 
Ad aOBwering ehout of bold defi^ce rose. 
Hurled back with all the fierceness of despair — 
That shout she knew, — her brothers' voices thers 
Were heard — and bis — the father of her boj. 

But nearer fame the cries, and louder grew 
The soood of strife — and then, with aching eyes. 
Their weary forms she saw. with backward stepe^ 
Ketreating "mong the rocka—and following near, 
With desperate baste, came on the madd^ed foe. 

They stood upon the bank — they saw her grief — 
They saw her, &aatjc with her fear, enfold 
More closely in her arms, her cherished boy, 
As if to shield him &om the cruel knife ; — 
They saw — and quickly turned, by pity moved. 
And felt their breasts with newer prowess swcE 

Once more arose tlie cry of hot pursuit — 
Once more they iprang to meet the toils of war ; 
Aud, filled with giant eoergy, they fought 
Unfiinchlngly. She saw the fbemen fail. 
As, offe by one, the blows, resiHtleaa, smote 
Them to the earth. — but, one by one, alae 1 
She saw her brothers fall among their slain ; — 
And he alone, 'gaiost fearful odds, still fought 
Uaacathed, till one, a man of mighty fi^me, 
Alone remained. Awhile tbey stood — silent^ 
And hioked apoo each other fearfully, 
With Blaring eyes, lliea Oneontha turned. 
With hasty gluwe, and mught once more to nerve 
Bis wearied arm, and feel his courage rise ; — 
An Instant turned — the scene that met his view 
Boused all the man—the father, in his heart; 
And, like a lion wakened in bis lair. 
He forward sprai^ — fiercely impetuoos, — 
And, with mad energy, dashed him to earth ; 
Then — as the panther, when she sees approach 
Hie hardy hunter, to her helplees young, 
Her bloody fiiugs di^Layed — upon him sjHings, — 
So laaped upon bim, car aU n a ci bia •tni^tl^ 
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And heeding not the knife, upraised to Mbj 
Jn dmiii tlia angry beatings of his heart. 

The weapon miased ils desdlv aim, bat tore 
Pi» naked fleah, and reeked wilh foUowing blood. 
Ooooosa mw-~Bhe felt the bleeding vound — 
Saw them uptm the baid aod pointed locke, 
Jnfierce contortioDS. writhe for mastery — 
Hiai f<^ a liieleaa form, and holding stUl 
Her boj in close embrace, foigot her wo. 



With pitying glances, &om the clear bine vault 

Of Heaven ; oronnd her bon^ the shades of ni^t ; 

His cold and pitiless wiad, with biting blasts. 

Swept fiercely round her noprolected form. 

And clogged her blood with frosty chains ; the roar 

Of waters still aroee ; all else was huabed 

In awful silence, lliougble of all her wo, 

With fleeting shadows of her past delight^ 

la miaty i^mness passed before her mand, 

And seemed a fearful dream. Wearied witli thought 

She closed her languid eyes and fell asleep— 

Nor woke till crept again the early light 

Upon the island, and among the leaves 

Fran tuneful throats the feathered songsters raised 

lieir morning hymoa. Then on the baiik sbe saw^ 

Sad -pntoS of boundless lose I — a fearful sight — 

The senaeleas form of those who yestermotn, 

go tnU of life, moved tot to meet the foe. 



Borne by her trail caooe, she reached the spot, 
And gazed, with awful throbbiogs of her heart. 
And saw the end of all her cherUhed hopes. 



e him, where be lay outstretched, 
And in the fondness of her frightened love. 
Bung o'er Mm, heedless of the hateful form 
That held bim clinched in the Btcra embrace of hate, 
And wept hot feara of grief too deep for cure. 
Beside Vmri then she drew her brothers' forms 
With fainting strength, and bathed them with ber tear^ 
Tbtia o'er the three, and o'er their last slain foe. 
With gathered ftagmenta of enduring rock, 
From day to day, she piled a common tomb. 

One mtnning rose the lone and wretched uae 
Prom her sad rest, unblessed with balmy- sleep, — 
Arose to find fresh cause for grief, and snow 
Tbe eorrowB wbicb a <duld-rett mother feels : 
Stretched on his leafy conch, she found her boy 
Silent, and cold, and motionless in death. 
No gushing tears — no cry of agony — 
Ifo wildoess of deepur told to the sense, 
Tltat this last blow, which fell with withering force 
Upon ber mangled beart-strings, moved atreA 
Ixe tide of grief Oalmly she saw the tie, 
The last that held her bound to hatefid life. 
Thus severed. Her mother hands hollowed a grar^ 
And placed within iti bed, the little fonn, 
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Oft fondled ; then o'er it formed, with gatLered bone 

Rude shelter, and opruMd a itonj pile 

To mark its coach, and foil the besals of [vej. 

She ITM akme— so hmiuui form iraa near, 
Nme, nnca that day had come, of friends or fosi. 
To In-eak her solitude — she was alone 
And Bad ; in Blrong relief, 'gainst vhelming wo. 
Came bright winged thoughts of fwmer bappineai. 
And, boTeriog, bade her with confiding faith. 
Behold her loved onea richly Meat, and firee 
To roYB at will beneath the doudleee sky, 
Or chase, in sbady groves, the boundiog deer. 
Or urge their barfeB upon the lovad ezpoiue 
Of CTTstal wavea, in the " island of the blest' 

Beh<dding them thus bleat, she Iraiged to shua 
Their pure delight, and in their mnny home 
To dwell forever, mingling in their love: 

OpenU tor those alone of^fearlesi heart 

To bMd — by which to reacfathat Meat abode. 

Her parted lipa breathe the wild iraig of death, 
UD&ltering; and from her eyes shineg forth 
A noble lint, and beams in eveiy glance — 
JTo freuiira tie, but the lig^t of earnest hope : — 
In tremUing haste, she decks her wasted form 
With rimplB gauds, her at«re of savaffe wealth : — 
Next, with nnflini'hing hood. the riender blade 
She dips, and glidee o'er darkly yawning depths. 
With graceful awitiness and unbending course ; — 
Then guides to swift deatmdion her frul bark, 
With vigorous strokee urged on to swifter apeeiit 
And seeks, in the mad waters, death and • gnvtt. 

The trembling thing, as cooscious of its doom. 
On either hand, from perilous contact turns. 
With ragged nxls, and holds a devioas way 
ITnharmed awhile ; and o'er the angry sonnd 
Of tanniH raising waters, comes the song 
Of death, in fainter accoitB, scarcely baud, 
■"— " ^ a thrilling shriek— it« last wild note — 



llniwa at 
od all is o' 



The psrted waters leiie 
Hie victim, hurried to their bweat depths. 
And elow— 4ii»' kftve a tracetomaAoer gnvA 
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Sl]e Smithsonian Beqaut. 

Ahono the many whom the world haa been pleased to call great, 
the number of those who have been of any laBting benefit to it, has 
indeed been small ; while the pages of history teem with the names of 
heroes, who, amid the " pomp and circumstance of glorious war," en- 
tailing countless miseries OD mankind, hsTS hecome renowned. And 
thus, we are so accuslomed to view greatness In connection with dis- 
play and excitement, that we are almost miwilling to acknowledge its 
existence without these. Ths devastation of kingdoms, the overthrow- 
ing of thrones, revolutions, and other extraordinary events, seem to be 
the only occasions upon which its possession can be made to appear. 
And acts of men, which work slowly and silently, from howeTer high 
motives they may proceed, or fraught with however important results 
they may be, elicit little admiration for themselves, or praise for their 
authors. Under this class, we have ol^en supposed, might be inclu- 
ded the donations of those institutions, which have been established in 
this and other lands, for the promotion of the happiness of mankind, 
through the blessings of knowledge. Their influence «cls silently, 
slowly, yet continually, and beneficially ; and while we reap their ad- 
vantages, we are too little mindful of our benebctors. Yet the en- 
dowment of any i>ucb institution, however narrow its sphere of Influ- 
ence, exhibits a character of mind in the donor worthy of our praise ; 
and when we see an individual breaking through the trammels of pre- 
judice, natural and educational, and embracing all mankind under a 
broad benevolence, what is wanting, that we should hesitate 10 bestow 
our admiration on his greatness ? Such, we feel, is the character of 
him whose noble legacy to our couDtry, is the subject upon which we 
would offer a few remarks. 

James Smithson, who died at Genoa, in the year 1839, was a gen- 
tleman, who, while fortune bad poured her treasures into bis lap, was 
imbued with a public spirit, and displayed a wide philanthropy, such 
as the world has seldom beheld. Claiming noble parentage, and pos- 
sessing wealth, yet economical in his habits, through life he devoted 
his attention to the acquisition of knowledge, giving much of bis time 
to researches in physical and experimental science, to which his at- 
tention had first been directed, in the halls of " old Oxford." Thus 
having drunk deeply at the " Pierian spring," and wishing that the 
blessings, which he had bo largely shared, might be offered to all, at 
his death, he bequeathed to the United States government, more than 
half a million of dollars, for the purpose, as expressed in his will, of 
" founding an institution at Washington, for the increase and diffusion 
of knowledge among men" — an object, which it is to be hoped, our 
government will continue to cany out as faithfully, as it was nobly 
conceived. 

That one, who bad been horn in the very metropolis of England, 
who had been educated at Oxford, who had associated with the no- 
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bility of the land, and passed his life withoot once visiting the th«n 
only existing Republic in the world, should have made that very gov- 
ernment the recipient of his wealth, and the guardian of his fame, 
may at first seem strange. But the mind of Smithson was searching, 
philosophical, and reAecting: not testing upon the surface of things, 
not swayed by prejudice, not looking at &e present only, but holding 
in its far extending grasp the past, the present, and the ftiture ; noting 
the mutual relations of man and government, marking the changes ia 
the one, which have always, aod must always follow changes in the 
other i in fine, a mind ever busy in noting and tracing out the relation 
of cause and effect. And to such a mind it was evident, that this was 
the only government, under whose protecting aim hie object could ba 
accomplished. Should he have chnsen his own country, England, as the 
appropriate country to be the guardian of such an institution, as would 
" increase and diffuse knowledge among men 7" Such an institution, 
like the sensitive plant, csd fiourish but in a quiet atmosphere, and will 
ahiink and shrivel at the first touch of violence. And though England 
was strong and calm in the possession of power, while her people 
were bound by ignorance, it would need but the diffusion of knowl- 
edge among her men, to shake her fabric to the base with convulsions, 
such as would engulf not only what waa hateful, but much of what 
was estimable. There would have been little wisdom in the bestowal 
of the gift here, less policy in the reception. France had already 
shown the spirit of revolution among her people, and no doubt, to the 
sagacious mind, the then coming events, which have since happened, 
and indeed are still happening, " cast their shadows before." Also 
through the rest of Europe, if knowledge waa diffused through the minds 
of men, their shackles would fall from them ; and here also, revolution 
and commotion would be the result. However desirous such changes 
might be, aa conducive to the establishment of freedom, it was at tho 
same time to be wished, that an instrument which would be effective 
in bringing them about, should itself be secured from all damage. 
This could not be better done, than by the plan pursued. Since-here, 
while knowledge among men is the foundation of our safety, its in- 
crease and diffusion will be most conducive to our power and quiet : 
and from hence, its influence will extend with unening certainty, to 
Aose lauds beyond the seas. 

The legacy was secured and brought over to the United States ; and 
Congress, pleased with the honor conferred upon our country, and the 
confidence placed in our government, set about fulfilling, to the best of 
their judgment, the obligation imposed. A charter was given, and an 
"establishment" organized, under whose directions, the building of 
the institution was to be reared, and the design of the founder csxried 
forward. 

" This ' establishment' consists of our chief functionaries, for th« 
time being. The President — the Vice President — the Chief Justice— 
the heads of the six Executive departments — the Commissioner of the 
Patent Office — and the Mayor of Washington i together withabotrd 
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oonsisting of fiAeen, known by the name of ' R«geais,' choaea by 
die two HouMB of Congress." 

' By the first bo&rd of Regents, the system of conductinglheinstitatioii 
pursued at present, was adopted, as the one ' best suited for the attain- 
ment of the objects of the institution : yet it vas not arrived at ioime- 
diately, nttr adopted without much deliberation. Indeed, it ii stmnge 
to see the great number o( projects, arising from the-differem ideas 
individaals hadof the donor's intention, which were set forth by the 
HiemberB of the board, by members of Congress, and by persons who 
were called upon for their opinions. The academy was suggested, 
the coUege had its aupporters, an university was considered a fine 
plan by some, others wished to have our country ornamented with the 
largest and tinest library- that ever was seen, while the foundation of 
an observatory was advocated by " The Old Man Eloquent," with his 
finest rhetoric and soundest arguments. The evident objection against 
all of which, was, that they would not be comprehensive enough to 
carry out the expressed designs of the institution. So, as we hav9 
said, the present system, embracing some of the parts of some of th« 
preceding plana, white it posBesaes many peculiar to itself, wae adopt- 
ed, and is at present pursued. 

That is, no regular profesaorehips are established, but a fund ia set 
aside for the employment o( the most talented, to lecture on such sub- 
jects as are of importance and interest, their usefulness being the great 
criterion by which they are to be judged. A library containing the 
best prodnciione of the greatest minds, is open for the perusal of every 
one who wishes to draw from its treasures. The laboratory furnishes 
the instruments and means to the philosopher and the chenust, by 
which he may reveal the arcana of nature, and point oat new proper- 
ties in the material world, by whose assitance man may advance still 
farther on the road of improvement, natims be more closely joined, 
and society mure refined. The fine arts are here too, to find a hmite. 
And under the protection of such an institution, are we expecting too 
much, when we hope here may be established a school for the poet, 
the painter, and the sculptor, rivaling even those of the -old worid, and 
by whose advantages may be nourished an American Phidias, Zetutis, 
or Michael Angelo, hose genius may shed a halo round their coun- 
try's history, which will continue still to brighten, long after their 
country is no more. Hers also is afibrded a field of competition for 
the authors of our country, and of all countries, in the production of 
such works as shall be useful lo society. And though it may be diffi- 
cnlt to determine what productions shall fall under such a limit, yet 
certainly " yellow-backed nonsense, mediocrity in calf-skin, or ponder- 
ous volumes of learned dulness," will, have to seek indulgence else- 
where. Dignified and interesting treatises, marked by deep thou^ 
and information, can alone expect to meet with the approval of the 
guardians of such an institution. And thus while it lops off a diseaaed, 
it nourishes a truly fioarishing branch of Hterainre — a department of 
literature in which strong minds will engage, and such as will be wor- 
thy the perusal of an intelligent, . thinking people. The press slso, 
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forms an important instrament ia the general design. And as knowl- 
edge already acquired, is put into more iateiesting forms, or new dis- 
coveries are made, it sends them forth 10 refresh and enlighten the 
viwld. 

A plan more comprehensive, oi better suited to accomplish the stated 
design of the institution, could not, we think, have been adopted. 
And its very comprehensiveness Is the argument in its favor. Knowl^ 
edge might be increased, and, in a degree, diffused by other means ; 
but in moat supposable cnses, it would not all be useful knowledge — ■ 
and in none would it be so widely diffused, as it is under the present 
system. And the wider the influence of the institution does extendi 
the nearer does it come to the founder's evident intention, which, first 
of all, by the very reception of the legacy, our gOTernraent promised 
to regard and carry out. The plan of the institution being finally fixed 
npon, the construction of a suitable building next engaged the atten- 
tion of die Regents, the corner-stone of which, was laid on May-day, 
1847, and is now fast approaching its completion, affording another 
subject for boasting, to a city already justly proud of her magnificent 
structures. The building, of that style of architecture known by the 
name of the Norman or Lombard, has an air well suited to the grave 
pursuits for which it is intended. And though exhibiting a variety in 
the forms of its parts, it presents to the eye, a whole, complete and 
impressive ; while any additions which may be hereafter required; 
will not detract from the general effect. The extensive grounds around 
the building, though now laid out, time alone can decorate. But when 
in after years, age shall have hallowed the institution, and the forest 
trees shall have wrapt it in their shade, it will have few equals in the 
world for classic beauty and interest. 

Thus we have given a sketch, we feel a most imperfect one, of an 
institution, which, we think, is destined to exert an influence far and 
wide in the world, and to mark our country especially with the impress 
of its character. Neglect of its interests by ourselves and our gov- 
ernment, is the only evil to guard against. And as we would be ben- 
efited by its advantages, or escape the everlasting disgrace of faith- 
lessneas to a sacred trust, as a people, we should cherish and sustaini 
it by our wannest support. When we have done this, and its silent 
iRflueoee has diffused itself among all men, making them better and 
luppier, the.obligatiou assumed by ua will be fulfilled, while future 
generations will forever [waise the honored name of Jamea Smitiieon.i 
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Gbttaarg. 

Trflt, " The silver cord is loosed, and ihe golden bowl ia broken !" 
Tbe circle of out college community has been once more invaded by 
dealh, and the Class of '51 is called for tlie aecoad time, to mourn the 
departure of one beloved for his virtuet, and admired for his superior 
taleats. The announcement of Holmes's death, though anticipated 
with painful suapenee by those who knew his situation, and expected 
with feat and trembling by all, came upon us with a suddenness, thtl 
sent a pang of grief to every heart. 

Consumption, that fatal destroyer, whose traces were distinctly vis- 
ible in his pallid couoiensnce and feeble xtep, long before he was sep- 
arated from us, had done its work, and his manly form, so famiUiar to 
us all, was laid low in dealh. 

Sad indeed were the counlenancea, and sadder tbe hearts of his 
Classmates, as they assembled to piay some proper tribute to tbe mem- 
my of " the departed ;" and many an " eye unused to weep," moistened 
with an involuntary tear, as the thought forced itself upon the mind of 
each, that Holmes was no more. Severe is the affliction ; but we can 
rejoice that we " sorrow not as those which have no hope." — Though 
mourning his loss, and heartily sympathizing with the family so deejuy 
bereaved, we would not recall him, were it in our power, to this World 
of sorrow and suffering. So happily he passed away, that we may 
say with the poet, 

■■'nwre isnodeathl what seems «o, b trainltim] ; 
lUs life of mortal breath 
li but B snborb of (be Ub elyrian, 
"Wlose portal we call deatk" 

In his entire character, he was well worthy of our imitation. Of « 
manly bearing, conrteous and kind in his intercourae wi^ all, eminent 
as a acholor, and excelled by few as a speaker, he gathered about him 
a circle of warm and admiring friends, to whom be became endeared 
by the atrongest ties, and who now bitterly lament his nntioMly death. 
He never had an enemy; and though sometimes of necessity en- 
gaged in the conflicts of College life, he never cherished the animosi- 
tiea of party spirit. Naturally aNent and aspiring, he looked forward 
with bright hopes lo the future, and labored, alas, beyond hie strength, 
to prepare himself for uaefulness in life. Finally, when he saw dis- 
ease approaching, and threatening to force him from his College 
studies, he gave up the contest not without a struggle, and yielded re- 
luctanUy to the hand of the destroyer. But in the hour of death, he 
submitted with Christian resignation and cheerfulness, anxiously long- 
ing for a release from bodily sufieiing, and an entraaca iiuo the joys of 
Heaven. X**\ 
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At a meeting of his CUbs, held on the l9lh of July, 18S0, the Tol- 
lowing reaolutions were unBDimously adopted ; — 

Whereaa, God in hia allt»ia« Providence has removed from ua by 
de&th, OUT clusmato Slid friand, BenJ. F. Holm«a,of Monson, Msaa.,-~ 
therefore, 

Resolved, That, while we recognize the mournful hand of our 
Heavenly Father in the disposal of all events, yet we deeply deplore 
the loss of one whose superior taJents and amiable qualities, had 
gained for him the respect and esteem of all his asaociates. 

Resolttd, That out sympathies as a Class be extended to the pa- 
Tents and relatives of our deceased brother, with the earnest prayer on 
our part, that the example of a life so honorable, and a death so tri- 
tmiphant aa hie, may not be lost lo tbem or to us. 

Resolved, Thai as an ezpreaaion of our grief for the loaa we have 
sustained, we will wear the usual badge of mourning for thirty daya. 

Resolved, That a copy of these Reaolutions, signed by the officers of 
this meeting, be Mnt lo the family of the deceased, and to the presa for 
publication. 

E. N. Taft, Chairman. 

A. Hebasd, Sec'y. 



tffbitor's Sable, 



Tai Jiioe namba* of the " Jt^Seraoa UoDnmeot MagAdns, craiducted by the itn- 
denta of the Univenity of Virgfaia," and the Jnlj nmnber of the " Jndicator, dm. 
ducted bj the atndenta of Amherst College," have been recdved. We tike their 
appeu-ance, and m<iet heartily wieh 4hem KoeceBs. The " MounmeDt" haa juet com- 
pleted ita first volome, while the ' Judicator" has lately entered upon ita third. 



We had prepared an extended notice of the ezerdrag, eapedaUy of the Valedic- 
tory Poem and Oration, bat other taaltet preventa its ioBertlon. 

He Poem, by J. L L Adahb, although liable to severe criticism, ia highly credita- 
ble both to ita author and the Oiuie of '00. It containB many pusagea of me merit, 
and, upoo the whole, may be regarded sa decidedly euperior to the average of pro- 
dnetiooa of a amilsr character. 

Of the Oration, I^ C . J. Hnivza, we raimot apeak too highly. Perhaps never 
in Tale baa a mca« brilhaut specimen of oonpoeilian been fomished by a atudent. 
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